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 “I’m going to have a baby!”  I blurted in response to Sarah’s cheery good morning. 
 Moments before, I had opened the door to the small antique shop I had inherited 
from my grandmother.  The bell that had hung over the door for as long as I could 
remember chimed with my entrance.  The place was small but filled full of gorgeous pieces 
in silver, gold, and bronze, canvas, glass and every type of wood imaginable, each hand 
crafted and beautiful with its own uniqueness.  The pieces each had a story to tell and all 
crammed so tightly together formed a work of art all their own.  I had loved it here my 
whole life.  The smells were comforting as was the strength the furniture expressed.  Sarah 
was there already and without thinking I had blurted out the thought I had been obsessing 
over silently for weeks. 
 “You are! Congratulations!  …wait.  How?  You haven’t slept with anyone in months.  
Like seven to be exact.  Who was last…Mr. Big Teeth!  Yea, he was the last one.  You didn’t 
get back with him did you?  Because those teeth on a baby…” 
 “No, not him, Sarah!  And his teeth weren’t that big…” 
 A chime cut me off mid argument.  I looked up and saw my fix-it guy, Matt, walk in.  
He nodded in our direction as Sarah chirped a “Hi Matt, how are you this morning?” in the 
same swooning voice she always used with him.  He responded with a quick “Hey” and 
headed for the back where he was working on refinishing an oak wardrobe I had found a 
week ago at an auction.   
 “Oh my god.  I don’t know what it is but every time I see him I just want to, well I 
want to jump him.  I know that’s not good business etiquette or whatever but I mean he 
works for you, right, so it would be okay for me to, you know, spend some social time with 
him?  Although I’m not sure Matt even socializes, I never see him out.  Ugh.  I know if I just 
got him to talk to me I could get him, if you know what I mean.”  Sarah nudged me with her 
skinny elbow and gave me the most insinuating look I had ever seen.   
 “So enough about me and Mattie the hottie and our soon-to-be ravenous love affair.  
Who’s…” 
 The bell above the door rang again as a customer walked in.  Mrs. Staller.  She’d been 
coming in for over a week now looking at the same cherry wood desk, contemplating with 
herself and anyone who would listen whether or not it was a good investment and then 
rambling on about how computers were taking over the world.   
 Sarah and I both smiled and said “good morning” to her and then averted our eyes 
and grabbed some papers to look busy.  We each had been exposed to the Mrs. Staller 
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Experience enough to know that an empty hand meant being dragged into an unending 
discussion with her in the back corner of the store away from any chance of rescue.  
 After she seemed enthralled enough in her own thoughts about the desk that it would 
be safe for us to resume, Sarah turned back to me, her big brown eyes almost bugging out of 
her face with anticipation.   
 “Okay, so who is it?  Someone else I know?  The guy who took you out Friday?  No, 
that’s too soon, you wouldn’t know yet.  The one with the nice arms from like a month ago?  
You know the one you met at the gym.  Or the one that wears glasses from the coffee shop?  
You never told me you two did the dirty!” 
 “We didn’t!”  
 The pout on Sarah’s face turned to confusions and then to knowledge.   
 “…Not Matt?!?!” she blurted with a hint of betrayal across her tanned and perfectly 
arched brows.   
 “No, of course not Matt!”  I hissed hoping he couldn’t hear us.  “What do you think 
we sneak in the back after hours?  Geesh Sarah!”  I wanted to laugh at the interest that 
jumped into her eyes with the second half of my response, but before I could say more she 
started her guessing game again. 
 “Just tell me it’s not the guy who bought the lamp the other day.  I mean a nose like 
that doesn’t skip a generation.  Hmm, that bartender’s been mixing you some pretty strong 
drinks lately…” 

I shook my head and talked fast cutting off her next line of bachelors.   
 “I’m not pregnant yet.  I’ve decided to get pregnant.” 
 “Oh.”  The look of excitement had left Sarah’s face and the confusion returned.  
“Huh?” 
 “A baby, Sarah.  I want a baby.  Now.” 
 “Well don’t you like have to find a guy and you know actually sleep with him first?” 
 “Of course.  I haven’t decided exactly how I’m going to go about it.  I just made the 
decision and now I have to figure out the doing it part.” 
 “Oh.  Well…” 
 “Girls, could one of you be a dear and pull this desk out so I can get a better look?  
And I want to try it with the chair today,” Mrs. Staller squeaked as the bell rang and three 
new costumers walked in.     
 I was closing up as the sun was turning the sky shades of oranges and reds along the 
horizon.  It had been a busy day and besides our initial talk, Sarah and I hadn’t had an 
opportunity to broach the baby subject again.  I figured that was for the best, she was fun 
and well-intentioned but Sarah wasn’t exactly the one you went to for sound advice.  As I 
counted the drawer my mind wandered to a few weeks before.   

It had been the morning of September 2nd and I had woken up on the third blaring 
beep of my alarm, staggered to the bathroom and after allowing what felt like hours for my 
eyes to adjust I looked in the mirror.  Staring back at me was the same blotchy red-faced girl 
I had been looking at for too long.  Gray eyes, bagged with a purple hue, begged my pale 
skin, dented from my pillow, for some kind of break.  I searched for new lines erupting from 
the corners of my eyes and mouth that I swear could no longer be described as “fine”.   At 
that moment I decided it.  I knew I only had one thing to do; I would be having a child.  At 
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the age of twenty-seven I already felt past my prime and I swore every tick I heard was the 
sound of my biological clock warning me that my time was almost up, and working in an 
antique store surrounded by chimes and ticks and dings and dongs sure didn’t help much.  I 
smiled into the dirty spotted mirror and saw those lines deepen.  My mouth fell and I made 
up my mind.  I knew it then, it was now or never. 

I heard the clank of Matt’s tool box slamming shut.  Jumping I glanced up at the 
French wall clock hanging beside the cash register and realized my little melt down had taken 
longer than I thought.  I went back to counting as Matt walked to the counter and stopped. 

“I should only have a few more days work.  The thing was used pretty hard, all 
dented up.”   

Reaching up he ran his stain covered hand through his dark hair.  The habit often left 
him smudged with whatever varnish he was working with at the time.  I smiled and shook 
my head in agreement.   

“It’ll be worth it though.”   
I looked down and continued to count my money.  After a moment I glanced up and 

realized Matt was still lingering there like he had more to say.  He seemed to be considering 
something but quickly decided against it and instead told me a quick farewell, turning toward 
the door. 

“Night.”  I hollered after him.   
That evening as I sat cross-legged on my couch eating my chicken lo mien and 

watching a rerun of Friends, The One Where Rachel Tells… (ironic, yes) I thought over my 
options.  Well I could get drunk and have unprotected sex.  That’s how a couple of my 
friends in college did it and how in the show Rachel and Ross ended up with a baby on the 
way.  I decided to get dressed and go out.   

After a quick shower and prep session I was downtown at a bar I had been to a few 
times with Sarah.  I ordered a Captain and Dr. Pepper and leaned my back against the sticky 
wooden bar scanning the place.  It wasn’t that busy in the musky room, it was only a 
Tuesday and most respectable guys weren’t getting wasted in the middle of the week.  But 
was I really looking for a respectable guy?  Probably not.  My plan was, after all, to come 
here find a guy with what looked like genetic potential, get him liquored up, and ultimately 
take advantage of his impregnating abilities.  It wasn’t as if the guy was going to be a doctor.  
Heck, I’d be lucky if I got a college grad.  Okay, so it wasn’t a very good plan.  Or a plan at 
all really.  More like an opportunity.   

By midnight I was getting nowhere.  The few guys that tried to chat me up were just, 
well the kind of guys you meet at a bar on a Tuesday night.  I had gotten a “come here 
often” and even one of those terrible pickup lines about falling out of heaven.  I didn’t even 
know those men still existed.  The bartender, Max, was nice enough and Sarah was right, he 
did seem to take extra special care in making my drinks.  He had saved me from the angel 
guy and we had spent the next hour laughing at all the idiots that were there.  He was a nice 
guy.  And as I looked closer he did have good eyes, a dark green and a cute crooked smile.   
But did I really want to be the cliché girl that waits around for him at the end of the night.  
Plus, he knew I was nursing my drinks which meant I couldn’t really play up my level of 
intoxication and anyway I liked Max and didn’t want to lose him to this experiment.  One I 
wasn’t even sure I could go through with anyway.  After a guy who actually radiated the 
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smell of whiskey grabbed my butt I decided just how ridiculous this idea was, I paid Max 
who smiled at me with a knowing look in his eyes, and walked out of that place as quickly as 
possible. 

The next day alone in the shop I thought about maybe asking someone I already 
knew.  I had some good friends from college or maybe I would ask one of the guys from my 
old group in high school.  I ticked through them in my head; Sam was married, Tyler 
engaged, Mark was kind of a slut, Andy was so unreliable, Craig married for the second time, 
Bryce..isn’t he gay now?  Oooh.  That might be an option.  He’s probably not going to use 
his little guys for their intended purpose anyway, might as well loan some to me. 

Suddenly Matt appeared from the back, I let out one of those pathetic girly “you 
surprised me” screams and even had the clichéd arms thrown up in the air.  I hadn’t even 
noticed him come in.  He grinned a little, pushed out an apology and went to the back to 
work.   

As soon as I got home I grabbed my address book and looked up Bryce.  He didn’t 
answer when I called but I left him a quick voicemail asking him how he was and saying I 
just wanted to catch up.  After I hung up I wondered how strange he would find the 
message.  We ran into each other sporadically at a restaurant or out shopping but hadn’t had 
any real contact in years.  He returned my call that evening.  Bryce was always a chatty kind 
of guy, he could give Sarah a run for her money, and after ten minutes I was informed that 
he was moving to the South in two days with his new man and that they had just picked a 
surrogate so they could start a family along with their new life.  Guess I wasn’t the only one 
ready for a baby.  I oohhed and awed at all the appropriate times and told him to keep me 
updated.  After wishing him luck I hung up the phone, exhausted.  I guess Bryce and his 
swimmers were busy so I was back to nothing.  With a big sigh I pulled my comforter over 
my head. 

I was at my regular coffee spot Saturday mid-morning when I saw Blaine.  The week 
had gone by in a blur of new inventory.  Seeing his sweet smile was a welcomed oasis.  We 
had ended up smashed in the corner together one busy afternoon about a year ago and had 
been joining each other whenever we happened to be there at the same time ever since.  He 
waved, trying to juggle his caramel latte and cinnamon bagel as he headed my way.  I closed 
my Parenthood magazine and buried it under my newspaper before he could see.   

He had just finished telling me one of his ridiculous jokes when I looked up into his 
crinkled eyes and a thought crossed my mind.  Blaine, I could ask Blaine.  He had great hair, 
dark like mine, and beautiful blue eyes and an amazing personality and sense of humor.  But 
were we there yet in our relationship?  Was anyone ever really there?  What was I supposed 
to do, invite him to lunch then when he says pass the salt say only if you give me some 
sperm?  Or do I do it right now? 

Blaine’s smile turned confused and he asked if everything was okay.  I reassured him 
that I was fine.  Our conversation fell into the usual designated line of questions about work 
and life.  How do I bring it up…“Blaine, I know we’ve only known each other for the past 
year but I think you are a great guy and I wonder if you’d want to father my child?”  I kept 
trying to find places to slip it in, like when he asked what my plans for the fast approaching 
summer were.  I stared at him for a second and then blurted out, “I’m going to get 
pregnant!”  Blaine looked at me rolled his clear blue eyes laughed out loud and said, “Yea 
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right.  Gotta go somewhere other than the coffee shop if you’re gonna get yourself knocked 
up!” he then began a long discussion about the benefits of taking a week off to travel or just 
stay at home and relax.  I realized I just didn’t have the nerve to bring up the subject again.  
Plus, I liked Blaine too much to lose my coffee buddy.   
 It was the next day at lunch with my sister that I attempted the subject again.  I opted 
for “I want to have a baby” this time to avoid some of the confusion that I had with Sarah.  
Maddie had the same blue eyes as me but her hair was much lighter, more like our mother’s 
but she looked just like our dad.  She had his soft jawline and thinner lips. She had always 
been beautiful and even today with her hair pulled into a messy bun and without makeup I 
still envied her ability to outshine me.  But with my announcement her stare froze for a 
moment with twisted painful confusion.  She unfroze instantly as her three-year-old, my 
nephew Jacob, spilled his chocolate milk across the table and onto my six month old niece 
Jenna’s pile of cheerios.  “Jake!”  She started as she began to soak up the mess with our linen 
napkins.  She looked up at me in horror, “Why?” 
 After cleaning up the multiple messes throughout lunch and hearing my sister tell me 
how absolutely crazy I was to want what she called these “little things” to invade my life, 
which she later took back and apologized to both kids with a kiss and a “you know mama 
loves you, it’s just…” I decided that she wasn’t my best ally, especially right now with my 
nephew going through a biting stage, my niece screaming more than half of the time because 
she was teething and my brother-in-law working 60+ hours a week at the law firm and going 
on business trips every other weekend.  Maddie really wasn’t a fan of the whole family thing 
at the moment.   
 I left my sister, feeling even more defeated.  I really wanted her support.  She would 
be my co-parent relationship once I got this whole thing figured out.  I walked down the 
street and sat down on the bench at the bus stop.  Above me I heard the seconds tick as I 
waited. 
 I decided to do some more research before I mentioned the idea again.  I thought I’d 
feel more confident if I actually had some knowledge to back up this grand plan.  Maybe 
there were even websites that gave you tricks to asking someone or picking out the right 
donor.  I began looking up the stuff I was already somewhat familiar with, there was of 
course adoption but I’d always wanted to be pregnant so after a quick scan of a couple pages 
I moved on.  There was finding your own donor but as my failed attempts proved, the whole 
pass the salt and your specimen chat just wasn’t for me.   

So I turned to researching sperm banks.  There were some smaller ones in the area or 
even large ones set up through the internet where you could get specimen from all over the 
country.  Specimen.  What a creepy word.  It made me immediately picture bugs crawling.  I 
shivered and tried to push that image out of my head.  I had a large savings of my own plus 
the money my parents had split between Maddie and me when they passed, which was more 
than enough to cover the expenses.  I could go for the “best” banks if I wanted to. 

The problem is how do you pick out the father of your child?  Do I make a list of 
traits I want my kid to have?  What if it doesn’t turn out that way, am I a terrible person 
then?  I mean what if I pick out a blonde haired, blue eyed guy and my baby ends up with 
brown eyes and a head full of red curls?  Do I bring it back and ask for an exchange? 



6 

 

Okay so maybe that was a little extreme, but honestly you’re supposed to meet 
someone, fall in love, get married and make a baby that you love no matter what because it’s 
a piece of them.  Would that be different without the whole soul mate part?   

I sighed, pushing away from the glowing screen.  Maybe Mrs. Staller had something 
going with her whole crazy computer freak-out.  I did feel pretty exhausted and even a little 
bit used.  Defeated I went to bed. 

Sarah was full of questions Monday morning.   
“Did you figure out what you’re going to do yet?  I saw this really good looking guy 

in the freezer aisle at the store and I totally thought of you.  Actually every guy I see I think 
about whether the two of you would make cute kids or not.  Most I think not because I 
mean really there are a lot of ugly guys out there.  But you shouldn’t be worried about that 
cause you’re gorgeous so you know any kid you make will be great.  Are you sure you don’t 
want to go the traditional route though?  I mean you might as well have some fun in the 
process, right?” 

Suddenly the phone rang.  I answered, grateful to cut off Sarah’s rant.  Mrs. Staller 
said hello and I recognized her voice immediately.   

“I’ve decided to take the desk.  My grandson will be there in an hour to pick it up in 
his truck.  He’ll have cash but I’d like a receipt.  Oh and the chair I was looking at Monday, 
the one with the matching cherry wood and leather cushion and…” 

I wrote down and confirmed the order with her twice before hanging up relieved that 
it would be the last conversation I’d have with the indecisive old women.  I told Sarah to 
man the desk and keep an eye on the elderly couple examining the shelves in case they’d 
need help.   

I walked to the back where Mrs. Staller had spent so many hours arguing with herself 
about the practicality of purchasing such a piece of furniture at her age.  Smiling to myself as 
I thought of the old woman’s frugalness, I pulled the desk out and examined it, wiped it, 
polished it and set it close to the back where it would be easy to load.  I went to the opposite 
corner where the chair she had chosen was.  I was struggling to lift it over the pegs it hung 
on as I felt the full weight of its awkward shape lift easily out of my hands.  Turning around 
I looked up and into deep blue eyes.  Matt held the chair with ease and asked where I wanted 
it.  I walked him to the desk and as I turned to thank him we were interrupted.     

His name was Connor and he was the grandson of Mrs. Staller.  He had just finished 
up his senior year of college and had received a job offer in town as a graphic designer.  He’d 
come to stay with his grandmother while he got his own apartment ready and he told me 
that his grandma hadn’t stopped talking about the beautiful dark haired girl who he just had 
to meet since he’d arrived.   

I blushed and thanked him for the compliment feeling my stomach twist.  I noticed a 
movement out of the corner of my eye and saw that Matt was still standing there.  He 
coughed and put down his head as he hurried to the back of the store.  I called out a thank 
you but he had already disappeared behind the rows of furniture.   

Connor was young, but so charming.  We chatted for a while about the town and 
what he’d seen so far when I heard Sarah call my name.  She couldn’t find an order for a 
young couple who just walked in.  After telling her I’d be right there I turned to Connor.  
His paperwork was done so I told him he was good to take the desk and if Mrs. Staller had 



7 

 

any questions or concerns that we were happy to help.  He looked down nervously for a 
second and then said he had a question.   

“Could I take you to dinner sometime soon?  You’re the first person I’ve really met 
here and my grandma was right, you are beautiful.  I’d love to get to know you more.” 

“That would be nice.”  I responded and before I’d even grasped what I’d agreed to 
we’d set a date for that Saturday at six. 

It wasn’t until Saturday morning that I realized what the date was.  October 2nd.  I 
wouldn’t be going into the shop today.  Instead I met Maggie at 10 for coffee, although 
neither of us drank much and we had even less to say.  We were armed with a small bouquet 
of yellow roses, pictures of Jake and Jenna and a letter from each of us.  The drive took 
about forty minutes and we stayed less than twenty.  The breeze was chilly and neither of us 
could take it for long.   

When I got home I closed my eyes willing the day away.  But as evening approached I 
knew I had to get ready for my date with Connor.  We met outside the shop, as I stood 
waiting I waved at Sarah through the large front window but didn’t go in.  I wasn’t sure I 
could take her today.  She waved excitedly and as Connor approached she gave me an 
exaggerated thumbs up.  I smiled shaking my head and turned to Connor.  

“You look great.” he said as we walked to the restaurant just two blocks down.   
“Thank you.” I answered smiling up at him.  We continued the walk in silence. 
Seated at our table for two I examined Connor over my menu.  He was handsome, 

no one could deny that.  He had the kind of features that you knew would translate well, 
strong and masculine but not sharp or overwhelming.  Tall and well built.  He was nice too, 
well-mannered and educated.  He had all the credentials I would have checked at the sperm 
bank website, had I actually had the guts to fill an application out. 

After ordering we began the usual first date talk.  Where we were from and where we 
went to school.  Some of this we’d covered already so we jumped quickly into how I got the 
shop and what he planned to do with his career.  As the check came I realized I hadn’t 
retained a word of what he had been saying.  I had become the head nodder that continued 
the conversation with a few hmmm’s and the occasional oh really? or why?  but without 
actually contributing at all. 

As we stood in front of the shop working toward our goodbye I realized I didn’t 
want him to kiss me.  I could see him as he leaned in.  I quickly turned my head and instead 
gave him a quick squeeze and thanked him again for the nice evening.  He smiled and said 
the clichéd “we should do it again sometime” I agreed and watched him leave. 

I slowly sank to the ground outside my shop, leaning my head against the brick wall.  
What was wrong with me?  I’ve been obsessing over men for a month now and I’ve just met 
a great one out of the blue and in a pretty darn romantic way and I feel nothing.  Why isn’t 
my clock ticking now, why isn’t it chiming telling me to run after him.  At the very least I’ve 
got the perfect donor and at the most maybe love.  But, no, my twisted mind doesn’t know 
what to do.   

I heard the chime of the bell ring above me.  I looked up into Matt’s concerned face.  
“Hey.”  I said quickly wiping the moisture from my cheeks.   
“Hey, sorry I’m here so late.  I wanted to finish the wardrobe.” He was still standing, 

shifting from foot to foot. 
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“No, it’s okay.  Thanks so much for working so hard on that.”  I sniffed as Matt 
settled himself beside me. 

“How are ya holding up?”  I could feel his gaze burning into me. 
“Oh, I don’t know.  Okay I guess.  It’s always a long day.” I felt the tears brim in my 

eyes again.  Matt reached over and took my hands into his.  They were stained with the dark 
varnish he had been using.   

“I’m sorry.”  His voice was barely above a whisper but I could feel the sincerity in it.  
Turning I looked into his streaked face, only inches from mine.  It was the closest we’d ever 
been to one another. 

“Thank you.”  I whispered back.        
Just then the large oak grandfather clock that stood in the corner of the store chimed.  

We could hear its midnight song playing through the walls and down the street.  As the final 
notes faded Matt asked if I needed a ride or anything.  I shook my head.  

“Could we just sit here a while, I’ve got a little time.”  
 

 

 

 

 

The Green-Eyed Monster 

 

It’s always the same dream.  Eyes moving toward me in the dark.  Only the eyes.  Those 
green eyes.  

The drinks had come so easily.  One became four.  Four became eight.  I lost count after 
that.  All I knew was that the room was spinning.  The kind of spinning you love as a child.  

That was my escape.  Spinning.  I’d run outside into the backyard of the red brick house I 
grew up in.  Close my eyes, raise my face to the sky, throw my arms into the air and spin.  
Around and around until the whole world melted away.  Until my mind couldn’t think of 
anything at all.  Until the images were replaced with a whirlwind of nothingness.  Somehow a 
kid’s stomach isn’t as weak or as full of booze.  

I had no idea where my friends had disappeared to and my thoughts jumped to them for a 
moment before I looked up the steps.  The blurred outline seemed unending but I couldn’t 
take another moment of the noise.  Clinging to the banister I pulled myself toward the quiet 
of the second floor.  

My bedroom in that old brick house was on the second floor, too.  We had moved there 
shortly after my mom had remarried.  I was so excited to have the whole floor to myself.  I 
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imagined all the privacy I’d have.  The secrecy and fun.  At eleven things always seemed 
simpler than they really were.  The images didn’t turn out the way I’d planned. 

My stomach twisted against the burn as I felt my mouth water.  I hate getting sick, especially 
in public.  But the music pounded so loud that I felt it move the floor underneath my knees.  
The party downstairs wasn’t affected by my absence. Rinsing my mouth in the sink, I 
glanced up into the mirror, sickened in a new way by the smudged makeup and messy hair.  
My bloodshot eyes decided quickly.  It was time to go. 

I used to get sick every night it happened.  There was a small bathroom just beside my 
room.  My bathroom.  I guess I had one thing to be happy about.  I could sneak in without 
waking my mother.  Turn on the fan to drown out the sound.  I asked for a new rug a few 
weeks after it had started.  Something thick and soft for my knees. 

He was there when I came out leaning against the door frame for support.  We had Lit class 
together.  Tuesdays and Thursdays at 11am.  He was tall and beautiful and we’d been dating 
for weeks.  I dipped my head, a deep blush creeping across my cheeks as I realized how silly 
I must look at the moment.  Lifting my chin I began to smile but something made me stop 
short.  He was smiling too.  I stared up, suddenly confused.  Unsure about how close he was 
.  He stared down at me, swaying slightly as if dancing to a quiet tune.  

Those eyes gleamed.  Even in the dark hallway.  I could see them before he came in.  Before 
I could make out his face or his shape.  He always had a strange smile playing on his lips.  A 
look of satisfaction with himself and of his coming enjoyment.  I would close my eyes and 
begin singing lullabies in my head.  I heard the door click.  Locked.  

He moved closer.  Reaching up with a strange kind of calm, he pushed a sweaty strand of 
hair out of my face.  He breathed thick musty air on my cheek.  I knew he was saying 
something but my mind couldn’t seem to make out the words.  Looking up into his eyes, I 
parted my dry lips but nothing came out. 

The bed always groaned in unison with him.  The first time he’d had to pin me down.  My 
screams were muffled with my own shirt, but soon I learned to keep my cries inside.  He 
would always look me in the eye the entire time.  Forcing me to keep mine open.  Those 
eyes.  Full of greed.  Salty and nauseating his tongue moved along my skin.    

The first time he’d kissed me had been a cool March day after class.  He’d walked me back 
to my dorm room and, as I opened the door and turned to say goodbye, he’d leaned down 
and pressed his lips against mine.  I was startled at first but had never felt such a gentle 
touch.  By now it was a natural thing between us.  But standing there I felt myself tense up.  
Before there was a chance for protest his lips were against mine.  My stomach turned, but 
this time for a new reason.  

I’d look longingly at the stairs after he’d leave.  Waiting for the click of the bedroom door 
below and the muffled sound of the sink water running.  Then I’d lunge for the bathroom.  
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Moving as quickly as I could without arousing anyone downstairs.  After cleaning him off of 
me I’d creep down the stairs and out the back door into the yard.  Doing my usual ritual I’d 
twirl around singing to the moon longing for its help. 

He pulled his mouth away from mine as I began to hum the melody of “Rock a bye Baby”.  
His eyes locked on mine as I began to whisper the words.  The music pulsating from below 
finding the beat with my song. 

He’d died when I was seventeen.  A heart attack.  He was forty-eight.  The doctors had no 
explanation for it.  I held my mother’s hand as she cried at his graveside.  I stayed after 
everyone left.  Closing my eyes I raised my face toward the warm afternoon sun lifted my 
arms and began to spin. 

Confusion cut into his green eyes as I stepped away, still singing.  I turned toward the stairs 
making my way through the still out-of-control party.  Walking outside into the warm May 
evening I looked up to the moon before closing my eyes and feeling my mind blur along 
with the twist of my body. 

She still keeps the family portrait of the three of us from when I was thirteen.  He hangs 
there in the red brick house with that smile of satisfaction on his face, his hand on my 
shoulder, and his eyes gleaming.  

His eyes were green like the color of emeralds.  They flashed just like his smile.  

 

 

 

 

 

The Smell of Lavender 

 

 

Hair.  Long blonde and wild.   

It reached to the bottom of her full breasts and spread around her like a crown as she 

lay there peacefully.  His fingers trembling with the anticipations of another touch.  He 

reached out his hand, still sticky but stopped short.  Something so perfect shouldn’t be 

tainted.  He pulled himself away from her.  His entire being longing for the closeness again. 

 He walked across the dark room.   

The apartment was small.  An old yellow couch he’d found in an alley, metal table 

with only one plastic chair took up the majority of the room and a mattress sitting on the 
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floor where she now lay took up almost the entire space.  He was only a few feet from her.  

Something he was very aware of.   

 Reaching out he grabbed the bottle of dish soap sitting on the counter and covered 

his hands.  Turning on the water he hummed quietly as he scrubbed.  He glanced over his 

shoulder, smiling, missing her already.  Looking around he found an old towel in a broken 

off bottom drawer. 

 Walking back to her beautiful body he began to feel the excitement growing inside of 

himself again.  He settled down beside her goddess-like frame.  Reaching out slowly he 

caressed her soft cheek, just as perfect as he’d always imagined.  His freshly cleaned fingers 

moved slowly along her jaw line to the silky tendrils he craved.   

He could almost hear her sigh with satisfaction. 

 He continued to work his way to the silky tendrils he craved.  Moving his fingers just 

enough so that the strands slid smoothly through them.  He felt himself come alive.  Craving 

her.   Leaning down he buried his face in the golden locks breathing in the light scent of 

lavender.   

His smile turned savage as he craved more.  His movements began to hasten as his 

need for her overwhelmed him.  His hands moved over her body as his lips crushed into her 

perfectly pouted ones.   

Years of waiting.  Years of watching she was finally his.  

After fulfilling his urge he laid panting beside her.  Feeling more satisfied than he ever 

had.  He felt his eyes grow heavy as the exhaustion of the day finally overwhelmed him.  

Rolling toward her he buried his face in her hair, the flowery scent drifting through his 

dreams.   

“Good night my love” he whispered to her quietly placing his hand over the bloody 

stain coming from her pale chest.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”      

 


